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ITY MAGISTRATE ORER-
WAGER thanded down a
learned and explicit decision
the other day dismissing the

kse of John 8. Sumner and the So-
ty for the Suppresien of Vice

gainst the publishers of an English
nelstion of “THE BATYRICON.”

fals decision was later sustained hy
[hlef Magistrate McAdoo. Now Mr.
bymner has brought the book inte
oort again through the agency of the
jistrict Attorney. This is nothing
gort of persecution. So long as a
sllible group of philanthropic “easy
rks fall for Mr. Sumner's panhan-
fing under the false impression that
te; are doing a tervice to the morals
.ne comtaunity, there is no reason
hy he should not go on spending
heir money by bringing new suits
nst “The Satyricon” as fast as
the judges decide against him. There
kre two explanations for Mr. Sumner's
gnduct. One is that he has heen
fosded into a face-maving frenzy by
the editorinl and judicial dérision and
ontempt he hes aroused. The other
ks that there was a deficit in his last
roport re{azdlus the society's funds,
nd that he is using the publicity he
is getting as a plea for more contri-
butlons, urging in extenuation that his
kiforts toward conviction have been
mpered by lack of money. Mean-
hile it is to be hoped that enough
famage suite may be piled up againat
Mr., Sumner by the publishzrs he has
harrassed and injured to cause the so-
iety to see that he is an expensive
uyxury &8 well as a nuisance, and
ither get rid of him or limit him to
gitimate activities.
One of the points made in the new
uit against “The Satyricon” is that
e translation contains idiomatic Eng-
ish and current American slang, This,
Mr. Sumner (or the Distriet Attorney)
seems to think, deprives the translation
f literary consideration. It is & point
ased upon sheer iguorance or stu-
idity. The original text, while writ-
en for the most part in the purest
fatin of the Silver Age, is so studded
with the Roman arget and underworld
klang of the period that acholurs have
ifor centuries puzzled and wrangled
er the interpretation of certain pas-
ges. Any translation designed to
veo the flavor as well as the sense of
he originel must inevitably contain
idiomatic and slang expressions. The
amous French tranzlation by Laurent
'ailhade, universally considered to be
ne of the finest approuaches to the
pirlt of the originsl, contains so many
words current in Parisian thieves’
rgot that a glossary is included to in-
erpret the words for those not familiar
-lti French underworld diction. A
translation by J. M. Mitchell, published
in England during the past year, is,
while conslderably expurgated, replete
with English slang and colloquialisme.
... T. R. Smith repeated to me to-
day & prize remark of the prosecuting
sttorney in the case, It had been ex-
piained to the legal gentleman that
“The Satyricon” has been prized by
scholars and historians, like Gibbons,
pillon, Whibley, as a literary and
locumentary classic. “Well,"” n_nswered
the gentleman of the law, “just be-
wuge it was a classic two thousand
veurs ago doesn't make it a eclassic
ow,® . . . As Will Cuppy said, if this
wrt of thing goea on .don't. want te.

Attend a luncheén to-day given by
George H. Doran for Mary Robertz
Kinehart, Arcund the table were:
Stanley Rinehart, Sidney Howard, Rob-
ert G Benchley, Heywood Broun, John
Yarrar, William Hose Benet, Alexander
Woolleott and Harry Hansen. Mrs.
Rinehart told us about the supposed
apirita which have been haunting her
home in Washington. The Rineharts
neeupy the apartment the late Boise
Penrose had built for himself and, ac-
cording to Mrs. Rinehart, night after
night they henr strange noises, see
doors open, and ohserve of a morning
that furniture, including heavy chairs,
has been rearranged during the night.
Stanley #ald he had been frightened
half out of his wits on the oecasionz he
kad wisited his parents. They have
gotten used to it, it appears; but Mrs,
Rinehart said that, entirely skeptical
und out of curiosity, she had visited an
iternationally famous medium who
told her some rather amaszing things
and snid that it was the spirit of the

By Burton Rascoe
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an Caldecot Chubb, % 4
Hunter suss. Guy Molt,
v Hannell Baugh, Louis
ke Vingent Starrett and
If of the ungsters whose work
is just beginn n.i to sprout all over the
eountry . . . Cslline Fo!nted put that
the very dedication of “CYTHEREA"
is no more than a parsphrase of the
edication Cabell inscribed to the mon-

ap.l.: he wrote on Hergeshelmer and
that "THE BRIGHT SHAWL' un did
CYTHEREA," showed a very obvious |
Cn(l:mlllll}m 1tn huagee.

ollins is the firat I have
who doesn't like “BABBITTH na oo

acterized it us a *‘cheap book™
only by a faint giwpse of boored

limpse of beauty
toward the mnd, }Sy counteri
by auch reasonin ”i.F 5o

“MADAME BO-
VARY" and “BO
oitEpe UTMRD ET PECU-

wera cheap books did not fea:

him; ‘ha was unwll[lnF to grant 2}12:
Levis’a and Flaubert's achievements
wers .very much the same. 1 think
they are (and, of courss I have an ad-
vantage over Colling, by being able to
put in a final word, so far as these |
columns go); and, allowing for the
priority of “Madame Bovary" and the
superb literary craftemanship of that
and the other Flaubertian reafistic doc-
ument, I cannot see Mr. Loewis's achieve-
ment as greatly the inferior. But then
I am one who does not (a8 you mey
discover from my preface to the Bor-
zol edition of ‘*Madame Bovary" hold
my breath and genuflect when the name
Flaubert is mentioned. More or Jess
privately, I prefer Flaubert's projec-
tions of the imagination as in “THE
TENTATION DE ST, ANTOINE" (first
version) and “SALAMMBO." 1 was
g'reatly delighted in reading Somerset

augham's excellent and, to me, pow-
erful novel, “MRS. CRADDOCK,” to
find that Mr. Mavgham had rewritten
Flaubert's story from Emma Bovary's
gaint of view, and had thus, very neatly,
lown up the Flaubertian ideal of de-
techment.

iy i‘tRlDAY. OCTOBER 20
» L. Mencken returned from abroad
to-day, hmr auhum{h I talked to him
over the telephone, I did not get to see
him. We were both tied up with din-
ner engagements and he was to call ms
later in the evening, but, as I learned
Iuteré he was drawn Into a party given
by Carl Van Vechten's brother and
Joseph Hergeshelmer and that party
dezruased 8o plusunt}f that by 10:80
encken was sound ssleep. I take it
a8  bearing out Mencken's repute-
tion for always obgerving' the soclald
antenities, keeping his word, appearing
punctually for engagements and an-
ewering letters Eromptly that, sc‘cord-|
Lr;%to reports, he kept muttering my |
L - SRR e
Caldecot Chubb at Frank Case’s salon
(where the food is execrable, the serv-
ice negligent, but the surroundings dis-
roportionately congenial}, and we were
oined at table by Tallulash Bankhead,
Tallulah got to laughing so loud at her
own 'jokes (they were good, if embar-
rassing) that, as if by tacit consent,
the whole room ghusshed us. Later on
Heywood Broun admitted his guilt and
said that he had led the shusshing be-
cause it didn't seem to him “that any-
thing Burton Rascoe could say would
be funny enough to tause guch laugh-
ter.” The truth of it was that Tallulgh
(the clever and pretty little minx) was
repeating the lines of "THE TORCH-
BEARERS" in a manner immeasurably
funnior than they are utterad on the
stage and she was enjoying the show
in memori 88 much as we were enjoy-
ing it by her reminding us of it.

My wife and I went to dinner to-
night at Willlam and Mary Roberts's
and found there Mras, Gertrude Ather-
ton, Hildegarde Hawthorne and her
Indian, and Rollin Lynde Hartt. Mra,
Atherton told us how, as a little girl,
she had been taken to see Walt Whit-
man. She had heard that the great poet
always kigsed girls and women whao
were brought to him, and as she was
ied into the room, she said, sho
“couldn’t see & clean epot mamong all
those whiskers.” Whitman's funeral,
she said, had to be potsponed bhecause
evervbody present got Erunk. “There
wasn't o 50Eer person in all Philadsl-
phia,” she said, "except Agnes Repp-
lier.” Later on Mrs. Atherton said a
certain popular novelist had by for too
angelic & disposition to he & great
“r?ter “I don't think any one can be
a great writer and have an angelic dis-
position, do you? The two don't go to-
gether.” . Mrs, Atherton is a
serene, self-assured, witty and amuzing
woman, without pose or affectations, a
bit opinionated perhaps, but with in-
teresting opinions which do not assume
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late Senator Penrose which was caus-

ng all the rumpus at her house and

hat he would appear to: Mra, Rinehart
in November and communicate with her
in person. Mrs, Rinehart said that the
phenomena might possibly be traced
to the vibrations from the Arlington
Radio Station, but that she reserved
judgment. . . . Bob Benchley said
he was using the Tribune book psges
i3 a home etudy course and that he
was repairing the deficiencies in his
cducation by reading the classics men-
tioned in these columns, in proof
Whereof he produced from his pocket
i translation of Dante's “Inferno,”
which, so far as 1 know, has never
been mentioned in these columns,

Bob and I thereupon engaged in a
great goose-greasing contest, for I ad-
mire him no end and I think he is one
of the most gifted writers of nonsense
alive, 1 hadn't read his new book,
“LOVE CONQUERS ALL,” at the time,
or I should have put a little sand in
(my salve on account of that uncon-
| sclonable piece about “JURGEN.” He
accepts the current Babbitt notion that
the book is a sort of glorified Pullman
smoker yarn, from w%lch there {2 no
book farther rtemoved., Somehody
ought to have told Bob before he in-
tluded the piece in his book that he
showed himself utterly insensitive to
Cabell’s intention, method, style and
philosophy by his clumsy attempt to
| Parody these things, No one can write
| parody who cannot get the point of
| ¥iew of his victim and make his criti-
cism of the victim entirely s criticiem
by implication. Bob's shoddy bur-
lesque of Cabell’s mannerisms is no
More like Cabell than it is like Bugs

er. Apart from this, however, there
ire pood things in the book—mirth-
Eruvoking. laughable things, such as
i3 addenda to Holt's “THE CARE AND
FEEDING OF CHILDREN,” his golly’
Tidicule of office conferences, his jests
it the suburban gardener—well, all ex-
eept the “Jurgen” item. That is merely
@ breach of intellectual good manners
o8 the part of a man who is usually a
Hodel of sensitiveness and intelligence.

8eward Colling came in late to-night
While I was working and told me that
1y little sketeh in the current “Smart
Set” was “nretty good,” but that it
i2d one or two Cabellisms in it. He
1% right., There are two phrases in it
I should have changed if I had seen
the piece in proof, because they smack
of Cabell, even if Cabell has expressed
Ahings in kind so beautifully that I un-
wmctom_:li derived, weekly, from him.
swtoeIn his third book of “PREJU-
DICES” W, Men-ken mays that
p;’v““m Joyee, Dreiser, Anderson,

.&:lla. Bennett apd others have hun-

ireds of imitators, Cabell by the very

F&ﬂlahad dexterity and beautiful inev-
‘ability of his personal manner has,
§'0 imitators at all; that they are all

teared off b‘\; the work involved in .lg-

? aching his skill ot writing. This is
ﬁ“ from the truth. The very sedue-

on of Cabell's prose style hes en-
need  and - cauged the following

i to lmitate him: F. Scott Fitz-
m Hdm:hn l_’::le

the dead weight of convictions. I was
| reminded an I listened to her that the
| first knowledge I had of her existence
| came through grest newspaper spreads
| and herdlines and photographic lay-
outs, oceasioned innogently enough (as
it seems now) by her having the temer-
ity to smoke a cigarette at the South
Shore Country Club in Chicago. It was
a great scandal at the time and Mrs.
Atherton, who defended her action
with a vigorous and reasoned argument,
was considered by all the George and
Myre Babbitta to be an abandoned
woman. The world do move. . . .
Mra. Roberts said that it was unfor-
tunate that the artists, the ereators of
beauty, have not a more fraternal, tol-
erant and sympathetic attitude toward
one another, because the rest of the
world 15 against them anyhow,

In “THE, BOOK OF BUSINESS ETI-
QUETTE" to-night 1 learned that:
“Forgetting the number of one's berth
and blundering into the wrong place
is & eerious bresch of good manners
in a sleeping car, and .it is extremely
severe on timid pereons who have gone
to bed with visions before their minds
of the man who was murdered in lower
ten and the woman who hrought her
husband’s corfae from Florida in the
game berth with her.”

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 21

Harry F. Marks came in this morn-
ing and showed me his fine collection
of Arthur Mechen manuscripts. They
include the original holograph of “THE
CHRONICLES OF CLEMENDY,” the
holog';?h of the preface to “FANTAS-
TIC LES,” corrected proof sheets,
letters and other items, The short
preface to “Fantastic Tales” is so in-
teresting, I give it entire:

“In 1888, cataloguing for Maessrs.
Robeon and Karslake, then of Coven-
try Street, I came upon a little dumpy
book dated 1610, It was called "Ec
Moyen de Parvenir,” by Beroslde de
Verille, and looking into it I perceived
that it was almost if not quite the
queerest book in the world, In 1922
this would be & reason for having
nothing more to do with it; in 1888
the queerness was 2 fatal attraction.
And so I set about translating a book
the French of which is so difeult, ob-
scure end, I would say, cantankerous,
that Frenchmen, unless fortified by
special knowledge, can make .nothing

of it.

“The task of translating ‘Le Moyen
de Parvenir’' was a horrible one, but it
was done at last. When it was done
the grossness of much of the text ap-
palled the printera: one after another
refused to print it. At last the Dryden
Press thought it could be msnnﬁad-nnd
began to print. They set up and print-
ed a few sheets, and then.'they, too,
shied on one pretext or another and
declined to do any more. Only a few
sets of these sheets are in existence.

“Later I ‘modified’ Beroalde's free-
dome, and made & mew wersion, which
was izzued under the title of 'Fantastic
Tales,’ or ‘The Way to Attein'”

Msachen Bdmirers, who a year or so
ago were so few and so ardent that
they sssumed the exclusiveness of =

cult, ara now P'rown to the propor-
tions of n’{‘mfu ar and no less ardent
| audience. This must be & great, if Lo-

Lunched with Thomas |

SRS

1
I

Hugh Walpole, a caricature by Djuna Barnes.

now in this country lecturing, has

Mr. Walpole, who is
written, a new novel, “The Cathe- |

dral,” just published by the George H. Doran Company. ==

lated, comfort to the aging and lonely
literary artist who wrote “THE
HOUSE OF SOULS,” “T*g HILL OF
DREAMS"” and “THE SECRET GLORY"
and who has plodded through life as an
underpaid London journalist, writing
an occastonal “shilling shocker" for
bread and cheese, and writing out of an
inner necemait?r thoee curious and ex-
quisite tales in a prose that is pre-
clously beautiful. e is one of the
finest survivals of the nincties, but,|
added  to the yellow decade’s preac-
cupation with the morhid, bizarre and
exotic, he has a passion Tor lucid,
limpid and cadencedpdprnnc and a Vie-
torian ideal of self-discipline for the |
sake of one's soul.

| Ernest and Madelaine Boyd. Carl Van |
VYechten and Fania Marinoff, T. R.
Smith and Seward Collins came to the
house this evening. Carl said he and
Boyd and Joseph Hergesheimer and
Thomas Beer were planning u grand
trip to show Chicago to Boyd and Boyd
to Chicago; but that every time BHeer
hears more details of the junket he
runs buck to Tonkers in 4 panie, goes
to bed and nurses hiaz gall-stones.
. « » T.R, who is by double inclina- |
tion st once an ascetic antiquarian and |
a man of the world, manages always to
bring up learned and serious topics
when the mood of & pathering is fr:v-l
olous and to be facetious when every |
one is appreciably grave. To-night he |
wanted to talk about the history of|

Latin literature, the posaibility of pub-|
lishing Brantome complete in English, |
and the work of scholars like Lecky,
Gibbon, Leszing, Pascal and so fm-th|
who have influenced thought and edu-
eation. Fania curled up in o chair and
went to sleep. ) |
After they had gone, I finished read-|
ing Margaret Alice Mnrray's HE |
WITCH-CULT IN WESTERN

“I'r
EU-
ROPE,” certainly one of the most curi-
ous and fageinating books published in
recent years. Miss Murray, who is of
the University College, London, treats
of witches from the point of view of
a believer. “Evidence proves,'" ghe
writes, “that underlying the Christian
religion was a cult practised by many
claswes of the community, chiefly,!
however, by the more ignorant or those
in the less thickly inhabited parts of
the eountry. It ecan be traced hack to
pra-Christinn times, and appears to
be the anclent religion of Western
Europe. The god, snthropomorphic or |
therlomurphic, was worshipped in well- |
defined rites; the organization was)
highly developed, and the ritual is an-|
alogous to many other ancient rituals.
To this witeh cult, Miss Murray be-
oun of Arc, Gilles de |
ho were tried|
of the|

]

lieves, belonged J
Raig, all the witches w
and burned, the celebrators
| Blaclt Mass and practitioners of and
experimenters in black magic, ~oceult-
{sm, ete. The followers of this reli-
ion believed in and worshipped the |
evil as the source of life, wisdom
and happiness. Her book is minutely |
documented with strange and interest-
ing early French texts, reports of trial
proceedings, contemporary testimony, |
names of witches, evidence concerning |
the Witches' Subbath and the ritusl of |
the Black Mases. . i Altogcthm-la:
monumental and fascinating study in
snthropology. |
SUNDAY, OCTOBER 22

To-day is my birthday, an cvent|
which seems not to interest any one
in the slightest degree, even sentinen-
tally. I did not get even a necktie;
but I celebrated the anniversary hy a |
Ciceronian meditation upon the ﬂ:ghtl
of years. Carl Van Doren and Lud-|
wig Lewisphu singled out this son-
tence from “BABBITT” as the es-
senca of irony: "I have never done
a single thing in my whole life that 1
really wanted te do.” And to-day
John Messner points out in the paper
that a similar regret is exprc5§e‘d by
the hero of Newten Fuessle’s “GOLD
SHOD." That would be tragic, truly, if |
it were true; but I wonder if, under
the cireumstances, it co‘uld be, I um
inclined to believe that George I'. Bab- |
bitt really wanted to become @ success-
ful realtor and that he schieved pre- |
cisely what concrete ambitions he had.
For myself I can say that 1 have real-
ized every concrete ambition I have
over had and that I feel certain that I
shall realize those concrete ambitions
that are in my mind now. That is to
say, that 1 have done everything I ever
whole-heartedly wanted to do, from
learning the cireus trick of a mid-alr
scmersault between the flying rings to
living in Chicago and working on a
Chicago newspaper, from making the
kigh school football team to menioriz-
ing the whale of Elizabeth BnrreEL
Browning's translation of “PROME-
THEUS BOUND,” {rom learning to
roller-skate to reading Latin, from
drinking beer with H. L. Mencken to
being the father of a son, and so on.
1% is gratification of vague ambitions,
the patisfaction of intaezible and im- |
pelpable desires that gets me into @n|
occasional blue funki’ and that, I think,
is what the Messre. Lewis and Fuessle
and Van Doren and Lewisohr really
meant. I cannot imagine any one =0
lack-ng in character or force of will us
nover to do o single thing he really
wvanted to do. My failures and defi-|
clencies are certainly not balked ef-
forts; I have never wanted to be Pres-
ident of the United States or secretary
of thsa Chamber of Commeree or the
owner of suburban real estate or the
author of a pley produced on Broad-
way or the husband of Peggy Joyee or
8 drawing-room epigrammatist, or an
fimmortal of the American Academy of
Arts and Letters or an intimabe of Sir
Aucklund Geddes or of the head waiter

ted all the possibilities of life.

| syllabically just what the subjects do
slightst desire to call Joseph Medill | *hen in this condition,
which | namic mechanistic novel” subsecribing
hus for years eaten the heart of a|to the views of \Dr. Kemp the scéne a
hopeful copy-reader on “The Chicogo | faire will be that in which somebody

Patterson “Joe,” an ambition

Tribune.” You will say that

I am

the higher things of life, and
will ‘rnFIy that, in certain direc-
tiong, am, and that Anxperience:

has taught me diserimination by the |
very ease of accomplishing that which | getly analogous. Since psyeho-analysis

I have resolutely set my heart on and
the frequency with whieh that has
turned out to be not half =o gratifying
as I thought it would be., Meanwhile
I lave never been, since I wias very,
very young and inexperienced, borec
with life. I have yet to meet n man
whom 1 considered to have remgon to
he bored, though I have seen Eny num-
ber whose imaginations were so limit-
nd that they thought they had exhaust-
And so meditating, I recited Wallace
Stevens's “LE MONOCLE DE MON
ONCLE" audibly senough to draw the

[ mined thus the impending “behaviorist

lncking in aspiration toward | from the inferior vena cava of a dis-
I |tracted pussy cat to show that the cat’s

s News and Reviews of Books and Authors

A Psycho?fana

lytical Novel

By Will

Dy Elsa Barker.

H. P, Dutton & Co.

OBODY will ba surprised, I

. one hus written a “psycho-

analytical novel,” nor even to

Barker who has schieved the new and

long awaited art form. But has she,

submit this news, whkether true or
false, to a bath of ekepticism,

ticul novel? Miss Barker's novel, if |

such it be at all, is primarily one in|

MIELDING SARGENT.
take it, to hear that some
be told it is that strange genius Elsa.
indeed? I think it will do no harm to
For, consider, what is & paycho-analy- |
which psycho-analysis is itself the 5uh-'.

| Ject matter, at once the character, the | &tatus

action and the setting., Practically
everything that happens takes place in|
the office of an analyst during the
“payehing” of one Flelding Sargent,
who ig under treatment for a fear
neurosis. The rest is almost silence,

Now, does the description of u de- |
t?lied' professional analysis by
Freudian technique constitute a psy-|
ﬁho-annlyu_cnl novel? Is the familiar |
1asy|:hlnlugn:al novel” so named be- |
cause it limits itself %o lahoratory ex- |
periments in conscious or academic |
pschology? If this were so, every such
story dealing, as does this one, with
fear would consist entirely of a vivid
demenstration of the James-Lange
theory, which our teachers were wont
to reduce to “see a bear—run—he
afrnid"  Every psychological novel
would be a circus, which we all know
is far from the facts.

If eritical Lerminology is to be deter-

novel” of fear will invariably show us
professors scaring white rats and pink
babies into fits and noting down poly-

In the “dy-

removes a part of the cubic contents

emotion has caused un increase of
nd‘rl?lmn and sugar in the blood,
Miss Barker has used a method ox-

| is a technigue for curing neuroses b}"
| & very specia)l kind of bloodless opera- |
| tion her novel consists of one of these |
operations. We 4ee the unconscions nf|
Fielding Sargent hared, shivering and
ashamed, to our privileged gaze. Wel
are witnesses 4o his “psyching,” a]
| speetacle compared to which the mere |
butehering of kittens and guinea pigs
is an insignificant and silly amuse- |
ment. There are no close-ups of the |
zee, Psycho-analysts are those psychol- |
ogists who do not try to find out what |
the human mind is like by s‘Ludyi!‘.gi

| zive his wife the sum of $500,000 at a
| elip. * (Isabel Paterson, happening to

Jane Spong, a pupil of the doctor's, is
always remarking to any one who will

the | #nimates infantile images,” and go on.

plete ignoramus,/and that may be why,
on page 316, Sargent and she “forgat
everythin
We
make a good hushand if his physician
can koep his libido up to seratch and

The Future of Evolution

gjupfyn _ Y By Stanton A. Coblentz
ce?l Orvezema? Ho had been very, | THE DIRBUTION HUMAN EVOLU- | past. Accordingly, even the catastyn-
very fond of his mother (Aha!). He's E._EE:,';‘ sgfbmfﬁ"“ Grent | Cenkiin. :ho of & world ‘wir must not cause us

Bona,

VER since the mppesrance of
the “Origin of BHpecies” the
evolutionary ecneept hae been

Eintenlng itself more firmly

upon modern thought. This is true,
diesplu the recent theological opposi-
tion to the theory, for, as Professo
Conklin states in the new edit!t:ﬁ‘ o;
his book, evolution has been finding
fresh support constantly as knowledge
advantes. It {s now universally ac-
cepted by ren of science, and the so-
called religious arguments against it
are fruits of the same ignorance as
forced Galileo, under penalty of tor-
ture, to deny that the earth moves.
As proof of the rapidity and thorough-
ness with which evolution has been en-
trenching itself, we need only reeall|
that at first it was applied to biclogy
only, and that its study was originally |
confined to past events; that. o' later
years, it has come to be extended from
the biological to the purely human, or
social, and that we have besgun not
only to trace ii# course in the past but
to foretell its operation in the future,

The latter tendency is strikingly in
evidence in Professor Conklin's Iatest
volume, a clearly rcasoned and illu-
minating work wherein the auther en-
desvors by scientific analogy to ocut-
line the probable future of mankind. At
the outset Professor Conklin emphs-
gizes the fact that mankind as it exists
to-day is the preduct of a prodigiously
long process of evolution, commencing
with the one-celled animal and nass-
ing through countless ages and innu-
merable species until finally & human
treature ix born, which itself evolves
for perhaps a million of more years
before giving birth tv the man of the
present, In view of these facts, the
author insists, we must take “the long
view of the human race,” We must re-
member that any seeming reversals in
the tide of evolution, invelving even
a generation or twoe, are but eddiea in
the current. The broad stream must
flow on interminably unimpeded, ss it
has flowed almost interminsbly in the

afraid of Marie Balfour, too. ‘He is
worried because he had once been
g;uilt:r. together with a blonde named
“reda Gunghofer, of an italicized that.

The best thing 1 can seo in this tor-
t@ed old party is that he has for many
y®ara cheerfully supported a success-
ful poet. He was like that, He would

cpen the book at this point, forthwith
refused to review it, asserting that she
didn't believe it.)

Dy, Aubrey, the psycho-apalyst, is
the one who explains everything =o
kindly and so brutally slaughters the
novel.  He reduces Sargent to the
of u vaudeville feeder. The
ostensibie hero becomes merely the Dr.
Watson to this detective of the un-
conscious, the Mr, Brennan to the Mr.
Bavoy of the parent complex. Bven

listen that “the regressed libido re-

. - .

Mercifully, Marie Balfour is a com-

& then but each other's lips.”
feel that fearful old Sargent will

away from scratching.

I have smiled at these curious fig-
ures, but, indeed, I think the doector
}qua sound sense when he says that
‘the humen race cannot go much fur-
ther in the development of its con-
vcious_ intellectual processes, ita ideas
and ideals, unless it turns and ex-
amines those great unconseious proc-
esses which are the real impeliing
motives of racial and individuaf life,"
;‘md that “when every man knows the
falsity of his sham septiments and
motwes,_through\annlysln of his own,
:gei old u]l{eatl 1!1]:5 will have lost both

eir market value and thei
effect upon the will” il

Well,  that would he
wouldn't it?

a merey,

to despair of human progreas. The
process of evolution has been too long,
too vast to be nullified by what frof.
the point of view of the race i3 czly »
momentary ut.'buk;

Yet within every zace of mankind
there are factors opernting for the
survival of the fittest., The best
adapted tribe, as the best adspted in-
dividual, is' the one likely to endure:
not the one with the highest artificial
standxrds, but the one that conforms
most nearly to natursl law, “In the
dong run supremacy will pass in every
community, nation or race ta the more
tnutl[rnnt. the more capable, the more
ethical, rather than to the best livers.”
Coneequontly, our attention “should be
centered upon raising the standards
of henditﬁ, of education and of social
:9:1“' rather than upon standards of
i ht."

But Professor Conklin does not be-
lHeve that, even with a maximum of
artificial attention, any of the races of
mankind will long remaln Iotaect, *It
needs only the wision that will lock
forward a few <housand years,” he
says, “to mes the blending of all racial
currents in a common atream.” Laws
and customs may delay but eannot
avert thls event, which {s inevitable
now that geographical isolation is be-
ing abolished. Yet Professor Conklin
does not view the situation with
alarm; he does not belleve that the
mingling of the races will mean the
deterforation of mankind, but that the
one race of the future will {n every
way be about the average of the races
of to-day. But if the author does not
prediet an inferior race, neither does
he anticipate a wvastly sufeﬁor one;
he regards the “superman™ as a bio-
logical imposaibility.

owever, this does not mean that
numanity will not continue to evelve.
But we may expect it to advance by
the new process "of annexing te its
own powers the {llimitable forces of
the universe”—a path of progress that
opens up boundless though obscure
new vistas.

RACKHOUSE

By

:.[‘Welve-tcn trucks thundered ov
Bullets from the guns of the re
Money poured in.

This was the fantastic advent
lege professor,

er the road loaded with

George Agnew Chamberlain

venue men whistled around Rackhouse, Inc.

ure of a returned soldier and his friend, a former col-
They had nothing to lose. The scheme w:

-

'E

liquid gold.

1

ik

as dangerous, exciting,

the lower animale.
"

YE

gtores of others atop a Fifth Avenye | L
bus, and, like a provineial, enjoyed the |

(to me) never diminishing thrill of the|

S, T think that a psycho-analytical

fabulously profitable—and then a girl stepped in.

$1.90

gight of the Plaza ssplanade and the
goutheast entraree to Central Park,

The New Italy

MODERN 1ITALY., By Tommaso Tiitonl.
The Maomillan Company,

HIS book is waluable for its

presentation of the views of

| an Itelinn regarding modern

Italy, The author, a leading
Italian statesman, endeavors to include
a comprohensive survey of all the ac-
tivities of his fellow countrymen, from
painting to philosephy, from poetry to
jurisprudence. He devotes a chapter
to Italy's ecountribution to international
law, another to her economic problems,
another te her labor question and yet
another to her national budget, and, as
a result of covering so many flelds, ana

| novel would have to ba more than |
| a minutely detailed deseription of a|
| elinienl case. Whnat should such a|
‘ novel he like?
jeet, of coursge., The main po}nt in |
| that it would have to be written by!
| some whose wisdom and understanding |
| of the human seene had been so deep- |
ened by experience of life, which now- |
adays distinetly includes Sigmund |
Freud, that he could create new eaut_\'l
—  beauty, moreover, utilizing the|
special rhythms and idiom (this dis- |
creetly) and the point of wview of the |
new psychology. |
Wwell, it seems to me that Elsa|
Barker is this very person. I conclude,
therefore, somewhat to my surprise,|
that "Fielding Sargent” is indeed a
peyeho-analytical novel, tha first | have |
encounterad. And small thanks [ may|
get in any quarter for this learned de-|
eision, sinee I notice, upon turning to |
the hook itself, that I um the only |
one who has thought to call it by this|

hideous name,

It could be on any sab-f

JACK and I in LOTUS LAND

“Lady of the Decoration”
She writes the story for u
1_31ape in the island kingdom since her memorable first v
insight and humor.

herself playing an important

north woods.
million-dollar paper mill and the independent sawmills.
vance the mill owner’s interests; and the hero puts the

A romantic novel, a charming love story of an American

8 in her fascinating letters, The changes that have taken
: isit are recorded with keen
and __If you were one of the multitude that liked the “Lady of the
Decoration” you will surely be delighted with this new story,

JOAN OF ARC OF THE NORTH WOODS 5. rtoiomer

A tale of the tin:lher lands which revolves about a mysterious yvoung woman in the
She appears suddenly on the scene of a tecrific fight between a

fina} touch to the battle by

By Francis Little

girl in Japan, with the
&nd thrilling part in it.

31.40

She risks her life to ad-

I'end to a wider exchange of goods and |

It is not so labeled by
the author nor by t‘hc pu&b!iah(-r.
E ] 5

1
all in & volume of some 200° add pages, |
he is necessarily cursory and sketchy
in his method.

Perhaps the most instructive. chapter
is that which deals with the immigra-
tion problem; the author maintaing |
that immigration should be cntirel_vi
without restriction, that men who are |
employed in Italy will never immigrate |
and that even the unemployved ordin-
arily eross the seas only in response |
to a definite demand. |

For emigration, Mr. Tittoni would |
have us believe, iz as natural az the|
flight of birds, and in deliberately
limiting it we are meddling with one |
of the laws of nature, or, at least, with
an economic law that we cannot tamper | peader’s approach to the book.
with without serious danger. | Even the characters of the story

Only through unrestricted immigra- | seem rather fashioned to repay atten-|
tion, the puthor contends, can he created | tive study than to arouse the delighted
@ condition that will “conduce to the contemplution of the mnovel reader.
re-establishment of normality of labor | Pielding Sargent, a multi-millionaire of
and of production in every country,|forty-five, is afrsid he's going crazy.
He has “queer ideas.” He's afraid his
dead wife, Alice, wants to return te
him. He hears scraichings. Is it

— =

It mimy be that suceess of anothar|
nature awaits this work. If I owned |
“Fielding Sargent” I should boom it
with my last cent as the flrat intro-
duction to paycho-analysia in fictioual
form. 1 cannot see why it should not
have an immense success in just that
way, Thera is not a vague word in the |
book, not an idea other than lueid. It,l
iz the Dbest introduction to pﬂycho—|
analysis of which I have any knowl-|
adge, certainly mueh more satisfactory |
for the general reader than the pon-
derous tomes of the professors, All
the difference would bhe made in the

the
C.

thus insure a greater

supply
necesgariez of life,” S

(]f

Two New Books by

D. H. LAWRENCE

called by Martyn Johnston “the most significant figure in Eng‘lish
letters to-day, probably onc'of the most important in the entire
range of literatuve.”

England, My England

A new volume of Lawrence’s best short stories since the appear-
ance of “The Prussian Officer.” £2.00

Fantasia of the Unconscious

A new and remarkable statement of Lawrence's philosophy.
Here is the “original system of philosophy' predictec} by
DON MARQUIS when he wrote in the New York Tribune of

Lawrence's

Wi PSYCHOANALYSIS AND THE UNCONSCIOUS
that he
“recommends it because Lawrence is a poet who sees deeper an.d
more clearly than Freud and Jung, is simpler, and free of their
obsessions and absurdities.” 2 : ;

My, Lawrence has some very original views on the question of
education, the bringing up of children, marrizge, love and other
vital issues of human relationship. He seed the crying need of re-
adjustment in all these relations and has gtated the issues a:ld.]ns
solutions of them with the fearlessness of & prophet and magical
be 7 of language.

Laufgtc;;he riﬁk Ef again evoking the ridicule of Professor Brander
Matthews, we venture to express the opinion that it is the most
important work that has appeared since the publication of
Nietzche's “Zarathustra.” $2.26

Thomas Seltzer, 5 West 50th Street, New :York

- DON MARQUISS

€ Magnificently humorous yarns by the author of The
| Old Soak. They range from the fantastic story of the
| primeval battle between early men and oysters and
| the dryly related account of “How Hank Signed the
Pledge” to one of the finest bursts of the author’s rich
imagination—the history of “The Saddest Man” of
Indiana.

At all Bookstores, $1.60

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.

Garder City, New York |

at the Ritz. I never even had the

going after the enemy with an armful of bombs!
Love, violence ahd intrigue are mingled in this story of a new Joan.

WHEREVER BOOKS ARE SOLD
HARPER & BROTHERS

$2.00

Established 1817

New York

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
Books for sale everyahere

PUBLISHED TODAY

Rayv Stannard Baker's W oodroz

Wilson and Warld Settlement, |
Vol. 1 and II. Price, per set, |
|' $10.00. Veol. TIL Documents,

Price, each $10.00
Ldna Ferber's Gigole. Price, $1.75
Max Beerbohm's Rossetti and
His Circle Price, $6.00
Don Marquis's The Revolt of the
Oyster Price, $1.50
Forrestine C. Hooker's Star: The
Story of an Indian Pony

Price, $1.75
Furniture Masterpieces of Dun-
can Phyfe by Charles Over Cor-
nelius Price, $4.00
A Life Unweilsd by a Child of
the Drumlins Price, $2.00
Frank G. Carpenter's The Holy
Land and Syria, Vel. I Carpen-
ter's World Travels Price, $3.00
The Book of Businers Etiguette

Price, $2.00 |
The Book of Letters by Mary
Owens Crowther Price, $2.00
Henry Van Dyke's A Book of |
RBritish and American  Verse, |
Assisted as editor by Hardin |
Craig and Asa Don Dickinson,
Price, Cloth $3.50, Leather $5.00

Atthe 2
Country Garden City |
Life Press ‘New York

GENTLE
JULIA

By 2
Booth Tarkington &

“3f we had never heard
of Mr. Tarkington
fore, it would

Myslery
B stories of the
b L use - WO
London's ™
sinister
B Chinatown,

Tlm_sl CULTURE 5 founded on a broad and tolerant under-
standing, and nothing is so conducive to this as wide and

thoughtful reading. books are noted for their bu-
manity as well as for their scholarship.

A HOOSIER AUTOBIOCGRAPHY
By Wniam Duprey Fourks

|
|

Net $2.50

“A very interesting sutobiography.”—Boscon [{ereld
A delightful and importan: of political memoirs.”"—Providence Journal.
“An interesting life in the field of lexters as well as in  the political whizl-

gzd."»—«D«mi: News.
“Attractively writcen, this book is a record of onini f an America
poblic: of now"—Forlend et e e anpatate 5
= of political m i d clashings in 1 scindilasin
w;wﬂy deli;hfl!.\l mnnm."—:}fimﬁr;?%!. e o
“It is impossil emb?l.n' witheus ing eagel he vasadt i
book worth while."—Fort Wayne Journa G'nzm.? 0.k oy
"He has not only n_gm:‘dn! to tell us,butan ing manner of telling
‘ark Herald, :

it. ... It is 2 fascl ing record.”—New

history will find much to enjoy

: has had great icies. ., Such » man wrice &
dalightful and important bﬂm“m memeics. It is high m’h‘i say he
has not disappoiated our expectation.”—Boston: Transcriae, ; .

FORM IN CIVILIZATION

QyAW. R, LETHABY $120
i ing collection of : 3 i
2 most mun:mnE& ection u‘;&dulmf with the pucnnl as well
ARABIA
By D. G, HogArTH - Net $2.50
“Not only does he see t with the imaginative reslizec
“,b::;: e see the past with wpﬂmﬂ:{oﬁy

gives his account of eventa peculiar autherity”—Londsn Timer.
THE SECOND PERSON SINGULAR '
pﬁaﬁﬂhpﬁanﬁd\nmﬁﬂdn.m

By Auce MernerL
“To enjoy Mrs. Meymell
She is erudite without a tinge of :
S mont e cnr 5 i s s o ot




